PRISONER No* 331.                          $T
Officials. . . I never expected that I would have an oppor-
tunity of going to jail for the cause of my Saviour Jesus."
An appeal had been lodged with the High Court of
Bombay against the sentence of the Magistrate, but it
was not till I had been in prison for a fortnight that I was
summoned to appear. I conducted my own defence, and
in order to make the experience, I suppose, as disagreeable
and humiliating as possible, I was brought before the
Court in my jaU costume, as Prisoner No. 331.
The application to the High Court had been accompanied,
as is usual, with a written statement giving the grounds
for appeal, but the interval of a fortnight in prison had
given me an opportunity for considerably strengthening
my arguments for the defence. The promise that when
for the sake of Christ His followers were brought before
Authorities, they were not to feel anxious, or worried about
results, and that the Holy Spirit Himself would be mouth
and wisdom to them, was indeed literally fulfilled. I had
not much hope for a favourable decision. I had noted
for one thing that the two Judges had brought with them
a written judgment, so that it was doubtful whether the
further arguments would carry much weight. Moreover,
in a previous appeal, while the Judges had hinted strongly
that the police had exceeded their legal powers, they had
refused to interfere with the decision of the Lower Court.
Before, however, proceeding to pass judgment, one of
the Judges said to me, " Well, Mr, Tucker, we shall be
prepared to release you, if you promise not to do it again."
" My lord/' I replied, " if I had a rope round my neck,
and were going to be hanged the next minute, I would not
make such a promise/*
The Judges then proceeded to read their judgment,
rejecting the appeal, and I had to return to prison to serve
the rest of my sentence. It happened to be my 30th
birthday, and I have ever since looked back upon it with
unmingled joy and satisfaction. My stay in jail was a time
of rich spiritual refreshment, I seemed to hear the Saviour
saying," Come ye apart into a desert place, and rest awhfle,
for there were many coming and going" (Mark vL 3*).
It was in this jail that I learned the useful art of being
able to sleep without the mosquito curtain, which, as a